SHow  Large  is  an  Atom? 


ATOMS  are  so  infinitesimal  that  to  be  seen  under  the  most 
L powerful  microscope  one  hundred  million  must  be  grouped. 
The  atom  used  to  be  the  smallest  indivisible  unit  of  matter. 
When  the  X-Rays  and  radium  were  discovered  physicists  found 
that  they  were  dealing  with  smaller  things  than  atoms — with 
particles  they  call  “electrons.” 


Atoms  are  built  up  of  electrons,  just  as  the  solar  system  is 
built  up  of  sun  and  planets.  Magnify  the  hydrogen  atom,  says 
Sir  Oliver  Lodge,  to  the  size  of  a cathedral,  and  an  electron,  in 
comparison,  will  be  no  bigger  than  a bird-shot. 


Not  much  substantial  progress  can  be  made  in  chemical  and 
electrical  industries  unless  the  action  of  electrons  is  studied.  For 
that  reason  the  chemists  and  physicists  in  the  Research  Labora- 
tories of  the  General  Electric  Company  are  as  much  concerned 
with  the  very  constitution  of  matter  as  they  are  with  the  devel- 
opment of  new  inventions.  They  use  the  X-Ray  tube  as  if  it 
were  a machine-gun;  for  by  its  means  electrons  are  shot  at  tar- 
gets in  new  ways  so  as  to  reveal  more  about  the  structure  of 
matter. 


As  the  result  of  such  experiments,  the  X-Ray  tube  has  been 
greatly  improved,  and  the  vacuum  tube,  now  so  indispensable  in 
radio  communication,  has  been  developed  into  a kind  of  trigger 
device  for  guiding  electrons  by  radio  waves. 

Years  may  thus  be  spent  in  what  seems  to  be  merely  a purely 
“theoretical  ” investigation.  Yet  nothing  is  so  practical  as  a good 
theory.  The  whole  structure  of  modern  mechanical  engineering 
is  reared  on  Newton’s  laws  of  gravitation  and  motion — theories 
stated  in  the  form  of  immutable  propositions. 

In  the  past  the  theories  that  resulted  from  purely  scientific  re- 
search usually  came  from  the  university  laboratories,  whereupon 
the  industries  applied  them.  The  Research  Laboratories  of  the 
General  Electric  Company  conceive  it  as  part  of  their  task  to  ex- 
plore the  unknown  in  the  same  spirit,  even  though  there  may  be 
no  immediate  commercial  goal  in  view.  Sooner  or  later  the  world 
profits  by  such  research  in  pure  science.  Wireless  communication, 
for  example,  was  accomplished  largely  as  the  result  of  Herz’s 
brilliant  series  of  purely  scientific  experiments  demonstrating  the 
existence  of  wireless  waves. 
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IT’S  going  to  be  part  of  our  business  this 
fall  to  see  that  every  customer  who  comes 
to  us  for  clothes  shall  get  more  value  for 
his  money  than  ever  before. 

The  clothes  we  sell  will  be  just  as  fine  as 
ever;  the  best  qualities  are  always  the 
most  economical. 

Hart  Schaffner&Marx 

make  the  best  clothes  we  know  of 

We  shall  sell  them  at  the  closest  margin 
of  profit  ever  attempted.  Maybe  we’ll 
not  make  very  much  money  on  them ; but 
we  shall  give  you  some  remarkable  values. 

We  intend  to  help  in  every  way  we  can  to  reduce  the  cost  of  good  clothes  to  you 
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When  Mercy  Seasoned  Justice 

By  James  A.  S.  Calanan 


IF  you  can  imagine  a judge’s  library 
on  a cold,  wet,  autumn  evening  and 
a bachelor  judge,  sitting  in  a huge, 
comfortable  arm-chair  before  a blazing, 
welcoming,  old-fashioned  fire-place,  you 
will  have  the  correct  setting  of  the  scene 
in  which  this  narrative  begins. 

Usually,  the  theater  or  the  club 
claimed  the  honor — for  it  was  indeed  a 
great  honor — of  Judge  Stephen  Grey’s 
presence  in  the  evenings,  but  the 
weather  on  this  particular  evening  a- 
bout  which  I am  writing,  was  so  ex- 
ceedingly inclement  that  the  Judge  had 
decided  to  remain  at  home.  Home  to 
him  meant  a small  suite  of  rooms  in  one 
of  New  York  city’s  most  exclusive 
family  hotels.  The  Judge  called  the 
room  in  which  he  was  sitting,  library, 
although  library  hardly  describes  it. 
There  was  quite  a sufficiency  of  books, 
but  there  were  also  other  things.  In 
the  corner  of  this  very  liveable  room  was 
quite  a collection  of  fire-arms.  It  was 
veritably  a small  arsenal.  Many  tro- 
phies of  hunting  expeditions  decorated 
the  walls  and  floor.  A large  bear-skin 
was  stretched  out  on  the  hard-wood 
floor,  surrounded  by  various  smaller 
pelts — the  lynx,  the  wildcat,  the  fox, 
and  many  others. 

In  the  middle  of  one  wall,  as  has  been 
mentioned  above,  was  built  an  old- 
fashioned  fire-place.  In  it,  tonight, 
there  roared  a great  fire;  for  a great 
fire  was  necessary  to  drive  away  the 
chill.  It  cracked  and  hissed  and  rushed 


up  the  chimney  as  if  endeavoring  to 
conquer  the  storm.  J udge  Stephen  Grey 
was  sitting  before  it.  A treatise  on 
Roman  law  lay  rejected  on  his  lap.  He 
placed  the  book  aside,  switched  off  the 
light,  and  fell  to  musing. 

His  whole  life  seemed  to  pass  before 
him — his  old  home,  the  familiar  faces 
of  his  parents  and  his  brother.  A voice, 
as  the  voice  of  God  called  out  to  Joseph’s 
brothers"when"they  had  sold  Joseph  into 
Egypt,  seemed  to  be  incessantly  calling 
within  him,  “What  have  you  done  to 
your  brother?’’ 

Judge  Stephen  Grey  and  his  brother, 
younger  than  he,  had  always  quarrelled, 
even  in  the  days  when  they  attended  the 
kindergarten  and  pulled  each  other’s 
curls.  As  they  grew  older,  they  differed 
more  and  more.  Their  mother  sought 
to  remedy  this  fault  but  was  unsuccessful 
in  her  untiring  efforts.  She  sent  her 
two  sons  to  different  schools.  During 
the  few  years  that  elapsed  while  they 
were  finishing  their  education  at  board- 
ing school  and  college,  they  became 
more  and  more  estranged  and  their 
relation  became  not  one  of  brotherly 
love,  as  it  should  have  been,  but  of 
mutual  distrust.  When  Judge  Grey’s 
brother  emerged  from  a technical  college, 
he  was  overflowing  with  vast  schemes 
and  ambitions  for  his  future  in  the  world 
of  electrical  engineering,  but  he  received 
no  cooperation;  he  was  neither  under- 
stood nor  appreciated.  His  mother, 
naturally  not  being  well-versed  in  elec- 
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trical  engineering,  was  silent,  and  his 
brother  ridiculed  his  scientific  preten- 
sions. A few  sharp  words  had  been 
exchanged  between  Judge  Grey  and  his 
brother.  The  latter  grasped  the  op- 
portunity to  leave  home  to  see  the  world, 
a thing  which  he  had  long  desired.  Up 
to  th:  ' time,  the  two  brothers  had  been 
becoming  more  and  more  alienated,  until 
now  they  became  at  last  two  different 
persons  each  independent  of  the  other 
and  having  his  own  distinct  destiny. 

The  Judge  became  somewhat  de- 
pressed from  his  musing;  nevertheless, 
he  enjoyed  it,  even  though  it  was  sad 
and  upon  things  for  which  he  was 
responsible. 

In  the  midst  of  the  busy  season  at  the 
exclusive  hotel  in  which  Judge  Stephen 
Grey  resided,  the  guests  were  plagued  by 
a mysterious  disappearance  of  their 
jewelry  and  other  valuables  from  their 
apartments.  At  first,  the  proprietors 
endeavored  to  prevent  the  news  of 
these  frequent  losses  from  spreading 
and  injuring  the  business  of  the  hotel. 
Detectives  were  immediately  employed 
and  the  hotel  servants  were  all  watched, 
but  all  this  precaution  was  evidently 
of  no  avail,  for  the  mysterious  disap- 
pearance still  continued. 

It  was  one  night  when  this  plague  on 
the  hotel  was  raging  fiercely,  that  Judge 
Grey  sat  musing  before  his  hearth. 
From  musing  it  is  but  a step  to  dozing, 
a state  in  which  one  is  not  exactly  asleep 
and  a condition  in  which  sounds  do  not 
attract  the  muser’s  attention  unless 
some  new  person  is  introduced.  The 
Judge  remained  in  this  latter  condition 
for  some  time  until  he  became  aware 
that  someone  other  than  himself  was  in 
the  room  with  him.  Who  it  was  he 
could  not  say;  yet  someone  was  there 
and  he  hated  to  rouse  himself  to  in- 
vestigate. 

Then  someone’s  presence  grew  closer 


and  closer.  He  became  fully  conscious, 
and  sat  up  and  looked  around  him.  He 
heard  a sound  and  turned  immediately 
toward  the  slowly  opening  door  which 
led  out  into  the  main  corridor,  from 
which  a man’s  figure  was  coming  into 
the  library.  The  invader  considered 
himself  alone  and  unobserved;  he  could 
not  see  the  Judge,  since  the  chair  in 
which  Judge  Grey  was  sitting  was  not 
in  the  direct  line  of  the  inviting  fire. 
Suddenly  he  too  became  aware  of 
another’s  presence  hvthe  Judge’s  library 
and  would  doubtless  have  attempted  to 
retrace  his  steps  had  not  Judge  Grey 
immediately  turned  on  the  light.  He 
divined  this  intruder  to  be  the  clever 
thief  who  had  been  causing  so  much 
dismay  in  the  hotel. 

Perceiving  no  possible  chance  of  escape 
the  thief  pretended  to  be  full  of  wine  and 
insisted  that  he  had  mistaken  his  rooms 
in  his  wandering.  He  was  so  dripping 
with  mortification  and  plausible  patter 
that  he  might  have  been  successful  in 
deceiving  his  captor,  had  not  Judge 
Stephen  Grey  been  such  a reader  of 
human  nature. 

The  thought  occurred  to  the  Judge 
that  perhaps  his  own  brother  was  a 
vagabond  and  far  more  degenerated 
than  this  man  who,  he  was  compelled 
to  acknowledge,  appeared  to  have  a 
touch  of  refinement,  a man  whom  a 
kind  word  and  a little  encouragement 
might  uplift. 

As  the  Judge  looked  at  the  man  more 
closely,  he  recognized  a general  favorite 
among  the  guests.  It  would  indeed  be 
somewhat  distressing  to  a good  many 
young  people  besides  himself,  if  he  were 
to  be  given  over  to  the  hands  of  the  law, 
for,  he  being  an  uncommonly  graceful 
dancer,  many  a handsome  young  lady 
delighted  to  glide  over  the  waxed  ball- 
room floor  with  a partner  so  skilful  as 
he  in  avoiding  the  bumps  of  the  whirling 
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dancers.  He  was  a tall  good-looking 
young  gentleman  whose  chief  concern 
appeared  to  be  the  care  of  his  finger- 
nails and  the  correct  setting  of  his 
expensive  cravat. 

This  man,  who  is  being  so  fully 
described,  seemed  to  fascinate  Judge 
Grey,  a judge  whose  opinion  was  never 
questioned.  On  account  of  impartiality 
and  justice  in  the  court-room,  Judge 
Grey  had  earned  from  his  fellows  in  the 
legal  profession  the  name  of  “just 
Steve  Grey.”  He  asked  this  fascinating 
person  to  be  seated  and  tendered  him  an 
open  box  of  cigars,  which  the  thief 
declined,  and  then  pressed  the  button 
for  the  bell-boy  by  whom  he  intended 
to  summon  the  hotel  detectives. 

The  Judge  was  fully  aware  of  the 
fact  that  his  guest  would  not  consider 
escape,  knowing  perfectly  well  that 
after  his  escape,  if  he  should  be  success- 
ful, his  apartment  would  be  searched, 
the  valuables  which  he  had  been  steal- 
ing would  be  returned  to  their  owners, 
and  he  himself  eventually  hunted  down. 

While  waiting  for  the  delaying  bell- 
boy, the  Judge  broke  the  silence. 
“Chance  gives  you  a few  minutes’  grace,” 
he  began,  “we  might  as  well  make  the 
best  of  each  other’s  society  until  my 
summons  is  answered.”  The  thief  did 
not  reply.  For  the  subsequent  few 
moments  neither  of  the  two  men  spoke. 
Then  Judge  Grey  continues,  “I  am  un- 
able to  comprehend  how  you  professional 
thieves  can  be  attracted  into  such  a 
mean,  contemptible  business.  Many  of 
you  appear  to  be  men  of  ability,  of 
genius;  you  do  yourself.  In  times  like 
these,  persons  like  you  could  get  a start 
on  the  better  road  any  time.  Yet  you 
cast  aside  your  opportunities  for  making 
an  honest  living.” 

The  thief’s  entire  face  flushed  scarlet. 
Stung  to  a sort  of  fury,  his  eyes  blazed 
and  his  lips  spasmodically  tightened  as 
he  clenched  his  fists.  He  arose  abruptly 


and  came  around  the  table  facing  the 
Judge. 

“You  ask  my  why  I can’t  live  straight? 
I’ve  tried  to  live  straight,  endeavored 
again  and  again,  only  to  be  defeated. 
The  world  would  not  have  me.  I was 
rejected;  the  very  fates  were  against 
me.  I was  down;  they  would  not  per- 
mit me  to  rise,  but  shoved  me  down  into 
the  mire  lower  and  lower.  I’ve  never 
made  a real  success  in  my  life  since  I 
left  home.” 

His  spirit  was  evidently  broken. 
Disconsolately  he  sat  down,  and  in  a 
soft,  tragic  voice,  murmured,  “Behind 
me  are  but  shattered  hopes;  before  me, 
the  shadows  of  prison  walls.” 

“The  man,”  thought  Judge  Grey, 
“even  though  he  is  deserving  of  punish- 
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“It  is  I who  am  to  blame  and  the  cause 
of  all  your  misfortunes.  I ridiculed 
your  vast  schemes  and  ambitions.  To- 
morrow evening  I am  going  south  to  see 
my — our  mother,  who  is  now  convalesc- 
ing in  Florida  after  a prolonged  illness. 
Will  you  come,  too?” 

“Will  I go  with  you?”  exclaimed  the 
Judge’s  brother,  repeating  his  question. 
“I’d  give  my  hand  to  go.” 

“Put  it  there,”  Stephen  Grey  cried, 
as  he  gave  his  brother  his  right  hand. 

It  was  now  late  at  night. 


Earlier  in  the  evening,  a roaring  fire, 
before  which  Judge  Grey  sat  'musing, 
hissed  on  the  hearth.  It  had  now 
dwindled  down  to  a few  glowing  embers, 
the  last  of  which  was  now  extinguished 
by  a sudden  gust  of  wind  down  the 
chimney,  drawing  a deep  veil  as  it^were 
over  the  bitter  past. 

Every  wound  was  healed  in  the  firm 
hand-grasp  which  at  last  reunited  Judge 
Stephen  Grey  and  his  younger  brother, 
who  had  been  separated  for  so  many 
intervening  years. 


Oral  French 

By  Cedric  Thomas  Landers 

. I 

hourjour,  Masson,  111  )\y  do  you  < 1 < > ^ 
■■■■III  Commony  anas  / mrlny-vous 
■^■|^H|  I oils  pur  lay  [nm  rais  like  a brick 

■^HHH  fj  do 

Jr  sms  I'n  ilia y dr  Dies  drnx  sorurs, 
HBHHHwjaBB  J’ai  i/iiiirzi  mis  drs  dr  a/a/er; 
■|H|  1 hoi  , Inil  /I  i W’liat'  the  french  for 

HHHH  Jr  /molds  souvrnt  an 

■^H^H  II  lay 

II  n pi  on 

■■■■■  J'o  i d nmy  ilia!’-  dll'  I Kill  1 1 lor  "dine," 

■^MHH  la 

Lr  fra  n is  II  rsl  jail  bony; 

HRHHE  Comma  ini 

■■■I  Qumid  j'irni  snr  lr  continnny. 

■■■■I^l  I will  -peak  through  my  nose. 

■■■■■I  ( ommioi",  Mnssoo,  that  i-n'l  right  ? 
TOMj  "I  talk  just  like  a fool?” 

Cain  rsl  tout  man  aril,  I’m  (|uite 
A to 
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DIANA 

By  A.  George  McGovern 

HEN  the  earth's  smiling  verdure  is  deepening  into  gold  and  brown,  when  the 
seas  of  yellow  grain  ripple  and  whisper  as  the  gentle  breezes  caress  them, 
when  the  sturdy  corn  staggers  and  falls  as  the  reaper's  sickle  reaches  it,  when 
the  sun-kissed  apples  drop  from  the  trees  and  are  eagerly  swallowed  by  the  cows,  when  the 
foolish  chickens  are  seeking  new  homes,  and  the  cows  have  forgotten  their  frisky  offspring, 
when  the  bee  drones  lazily  over  the  flower-bedecked  meadows,  and  the  birds  sing  their 
sweetest,  in  the  season  of  all  seasons,  the  golden  Indian  summer,  God  gives  the  world 
one  of  its  greatest,  most  beautiful  blessings,  the  Harvest  Moon. 

“ Oh  Diana!  Loveliest  of  the  loveliest!  . 

Oh  Beatitiful  Goddess  who,  from  the  high  vaults  of  the  blue  heavens  so  studded  with 
dim,  twinkling  stars,  graces  the  adoring  earth  with  her  mellow  light,  how  soothing  is  thy 
presence! 

Oh  Goddess!  Thy  golden  rays  light  up  the  dewy  fields;  they  seem  as  though  some 
lavish  hand  had  generously  scattered  glowing  diamonds  among  their  grasses.  A deep 
and  loving  silence  encompasses  the  earth,  save  where  the  golden-crowned  trees  whisper 
thy  praises  to  the  sleepy  winds,  or  the  weird,  lonesome  howl  of  some  distant  dog  echoes 
from  hill  to  hill. 

The  gold-crusted  waters  gurgle  happily  and  thy  moonbeams  dance  on  their  ripples  as 
the  breezes  play  with  them,  while  all  the  world  sighs  at  the  enchanting  scene. 

As  I see  thee  grow  pale  and  distant  in  the  west,  and  thy  twinkling  maids  flee  from  the 
onward  charge  of  the  sun,  with  thine  enchanting  spell  still  clinging  around  me,  I fer- 
vently pray  that  the  Omnipotent  One  will  grant  me  the  delight  of  having  thy  spell  woven 
round  me  once  more  when  thou  shalt  grace  this  gray  old  world  again  with  thy  presence, 
oh  Goddess!" 
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The  Eavesdropper 

By  Herbert  E.  Whiting 


Deep  in  the  heart  of  the  Rockies 
nestles  a crude  affair  known  as  Bayenne 
Creek  Lodge,  owned  by  the  warm- 
hearted, open-handed  Ned  Currier.  Ned 
had  spent  many  years  of  his  life  as  a 
soldier  in  the  Philippines,  and  it  was 
there  that  he  had  had  the  most  interest- 
ing and  important  adventures  in  his  life. 
One  of  them,  which  happened  when  he 
had  just  entered  the  service,  seems 
worthy  of  notice. 

He  was  assigned  to  a regiment  made 
up  for  the  greater  part  of  a motley 
collection  of  rough  backwoodsmen  from 
Maine.  He  was  placed  in  a tent  with 
seven  other  soldiers,  whom  he  soon 
found  out  to  be  men  of  a most  degraded 
type,  absolutely  devoid  of  the  spirit  of 
fair  play.  That  being  the  case,  Ned 
was  not  long  in  coming  to  terms  with 
them.  He  drew  a line  around  his  cot 
and  informed  them  that  the  first  who 
crossed  it  would  spend  a week  in  the 
hospital. 

Well,  he  made  a fair  soldier,  was 
attentive  *o  duty,  and  got  along  very 
well  on  the  whole.  He  had  gradually 
been  advanced,  and  when  the  lieu- 
tenantcy  was  suddenly  open  he  was  sure 
of  the  promotion.  The  plans  of  mice  and 
men,  however,  often  go  astray,  and  he 
was  disappointed.  A fellow  by  the 
name  of  Burgess  was  appointed  to  the 
command.  Now,  Burgess  was  a 
splendid  soldier,  and  well  deserved  the 
appointment;  but  he  was  so  dictatorial 
and  overbearing  with  his  men  that  they 
soon  learned  to  hate  him  cordially. 


This  grew  partly  from  an  unfamiliarity 
with  them,  or  the  lack  of  common  in- 
terest, without  which  men  and  officers 
never  get  along  well  together. 

One  scorchingly  hot  day,  Ned  went 
for  a short  walk,  and,  reaching  a cool 
and  shaded  spot,  threw  himself  down  to 
rest.  The  next  thing  he  remembered 
was  the  hum  of  voices.  He  was  about 
to  jump  up  when  he  heard  someone  say: 

“The  time  is  ripe  for  getting  square 
with  that  lieutenant.  Think  of  his 
giving  Vager  field-punishment  just  foi 
his  answering  back  at  parade  yesterday. 

I tell  you,  that  while  he  is  permitted 
to  go  about  in  such  a high-handed  way, 
we’ll  be  no  safer  than  dogs  here!” 

Ned  started.  The  voice  seemed 
strangely  familiar. 

“I’d  do  anything  to  tone  him  down.” 

Realizing  that  something  of  desperate 
nature  was  afoot,  Ned  crawled  cau- 
tiously through  the  rank  underbrush, 
taking  great  care  not  to  step  on  any 
loose  twig  or  dry  branch.  As  he 
parted  the  grass  that  he  might  see  the 
speakers,  he  started  a second  time. 
The  plotters  were  his  tent-mates.  Before 
he  could  recover  his  breath,  Reynolds, 
ring-leader  of  the  gang,  started  to 
speak. 

“Don’t  worry,  I’ve  got  the  neatest 
little  plan  for  squaring  ourselves  with 
Burgess  you  ever  saw.  What  strikes 
me  as  being  funny  is  the  fact  that  we 
can  kill  two  birds  with  one  stone.” 

“I^Iow’s  that?”  asked  one. 

“You  know  how  much  love  there  is 
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between  Ned  Currier  and  Burgess? 
What  do  you  say  to  playing  one  off 
against  the  other?  It  will  be  as  easy 
as  rolling  off  a log.  When  Burgess 
makes  the  rounds  tonight  at  ten,  we’ll 
raise  a racket,  yelling  and  laughing 
and  throwing  our  shoes  at  each  other. 
Then  we’ll  seize  Currier’s  rifle  and,  as 
the  lieutenant  approaches,  shoot  him. 
The  rifle’ll  be  loaded  with  buck-shot, 
so  that  it  won’t  be  fatal, — merely  pain- 
ful! Meanwhile,  four  of  you  will 
jump  on  Currier,  throwing  him* to  the 
floor  and  yelling,  ‘Murder!’  At  the 
court-martial  we’ll  all  swear  complete 
innocence.  Currier’s  smoking  rifle  and 
the  recent  trouble  between  Burgess  and 
him  will  be  final  evidence;  and  nobody 
will  be  the  wiser!” 

“Fine,”  said  Vager,  “but  who’ll  do 
the  shooting?” 

“Draw  lots.” 

It  turned  out  that  Reynolds,  the  pro- 
poser of  the  plan,  must  do  the  shooting. 
Soon  afterward  they  scattered,  leaving 
Ned  in  the  underbrush,  sick  at  heart 
and  disgusted  with  their  cowardice. 
What  should  he  do?  He  could  report 
them,  but  they  needed  a lesson. 

As  he  walked  slowly  toward  the  camp, 
he  met  one  of  his  friends  with  his  face 
tied  up  in  bandages. 

“How’d  that  happen?”  he  asked. 

“Forgot  to  put  back  my  rifle’s  breech- 
pin  when  I was  cleaning  it,  and  when  I 
pulled  the  trigger,  the  block  jumped 
clear  and — — ! A full  charge  would’a 
knocked  my  eye  out,”  he  exclaimed  with 
as  much  of  a grin  as  his  bandages  would 
permit. 

Suddenly  an  idea  began  to  bubble 
and  sizzle  and  boil  away  in  Ned’s 
head  and  then  it  exploded.  The  puzzle 
was  answered!  Keeping  away  from 
his  tent  the  rest  of  the  afternoon,  he  gave 
the  conspirators  plenty  of  time  to  carry 
out  their  wild  scheme.  After  mess  he 


returned  to  the  tent.  No  one  was  there. 
He  went  to  the  rack  and  examined  his 
rifle.  It  was  loaded.  He  carefully  re- 
moved the  breech -pin,  reloaded  the 
rifle  with  a blank  charge,  replaced  it  in 
the  rack,  and  sauntered  carelessly  off. 

The  fireworks  started  at  ten  o’clock 
that  night.  Shoes,  boots  and  handy 
articles  of  varied  description  went  sailing 
about  inside  the  tent,  and  soon  Lieut. 
Burgess  could  be  heard  coming.  Sud- 
denly, as  four  huskies  hurled  themselves 
on  Ned,  Reynolds  leaped  to  the  rack, 
and,  raising  the  rifle,  pulled  the  trigger. 
There  was  a deafening  report,  followed 
almost  immediately  by  a wild  screech ; 
it  sounded  as  though  every  Apache  in 
creation  were  on  the  warpath.  Burgess 
flashed  a lantern  on  the  scene.  Reynolds 
lay  flat  on  his  back,  noisily  informing 
the  world-at-large  that  he  was  dying, 
groaning  and  yelling  his  lungs  off.  The 
men  jumped  back  dumbfounded  and 
stared,  first  at  Reynolds  and  then  at 
Burgess.  The  lieutenant  ordered  Rey- 
nolds to  his  feet.  It  was  a sorry-looking 
article  that  staggered  off  to  have  his 
hurts  attended  to  by  the  doctor. 

“Go  to  bed,  all  of  you,”  commanded 
the  lieutenant.  “We’ll  see  about  this  in 
the  morning.” 

When  morning  came,  nothing  was 
said.  Burgess  had  smoothed  matters 
over  somehow.  The  seven  conspirators 
were  soon  scattered  through  the  regi- 
ment, and  ceased  to  give  any  more 
trouble.  About  three  days  later,  Bur- 
gess came  to  Ned  and  held  out  his  hand, 
saying: 

“Currier,  I know  your  qualities  as  a 
soldier  too  well  to  believe  that  you’d 
forget  to  put  back  the  breech-pin  in 
your  rifle;  and  I want  to  apologize  to 
you  for  being  such  a snob.  I’m  going 
to  try  to  make  ample  amends  to  my 
men  for  my  disagreeableness.” 

And  he  did. 
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It  was  with  a new  spirit  of  hope  and 
determination  that  on  September  8th 
The  Boston  Latin  School  welcomed  back 
her  sons  within  her  folds. 

There  was  found  a renewed  spirit  of 
enthusiasm  among  the  older  students. 
Between  the  upper  and  lower  classes 
there  was  a feeling  of  unity  and  good- 
fellowship  which  predicts  great  things 
for  the  school. 

To  the  new  students  is  offered  a 
most  hearty  welcome  and  the  assurance 
that  they  will  never  regret  having  en- 
tered the  portals  of  dear  old  B.  L.  S. 
Already,  indeed,  they  must  feel  the 
spirit  of  good-fellowship  for  which  this 
school  is  so  noted.  They  will  find  no 
snobbishness  here,  no  autocratic  class- 
distinction,  no  bad  feelings.  They  will 
receive  deserved  credit  for  what  they 
accomplish. 

We  should  like  to  call  the  attention 
of  the  new  pupils  to  a few  of  the  school’s 
activities,  not  only  now,  but  all  the  time. 
B.  L.  S.  has  always  been  famous  for  her 
high  quality  athletic  teams.  She  has 
acquired  that  well-deserved  reputation 
only  by  the  work  of  the  teams  and  their 
coaches.  If  every  fellow  in  the  school 
that  possibly  can,  would  offer  his 


services  to  Coach  O’Brien,  even  though 
he  has  not  the  slightest  prospect  of 
making  the  team,  we  are  sure  that  our 
coach  would  be  confident  in  facing  any 
opponent.  Let  us  bear  in  mind  that 
victories  are  not  won  by  the  first  team 
alone.  It  is  the  second  and  third  teams 
that  round  out  a victorious  first. 

The  Athletic  Association  is  the  com- 
mon society  of  all  classes.  Let  us  show 
our  loyalty  to  our  school  by  doing  our 
utmost  for  that  association.  If  we  can- 
not find  a place  on  one  of  the  teams,  we 
can  surely  pay  our  dues  promptly  and 
be  on  hand  for  every  game  to  cheer  the 
Purple  and  White  to  victory. 

The  Register  is  the  Boston  Latin 
School’s  magazine.  It  records  all  the 
school  news,  fosters  good  literature, 
and  serves  as  a link  between  the  school 
and  the  alumni.  It  is  your  magazine; 
so  let  it  be  represented  by  you.  Don’t 
get  the  impression  that  the  Register 
Staff  is  supposed  to  contribute  every 
article  that  is  published.  Remember 
that  the  Register  travels  all  over  the 
country  to  subscribers  and  other  schools. 
See  if  we  can’t  make  this  the  Register’s 
biggest,  brightest,  and  best  year.  If 
everyone  in  the  entire  school  would  take 
a little  interest  in  the  affairs  such  as  in 
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writing  articles,  stories  or  verse,  in 
contributing  jokes,  in  soliciting  ads  and 
subscriptions,  it  certainly  would  be  the 
Register’s  best  year. 

Despite  the  great  increase  of  publish- 
ing expenses,  the  subscription  rates  of 
the  Register  will  remain  the  same.  We 
hope  however  that  our  alumni  sub- 
scribers will  not  neglect  to  mail  to  us 
promptly  their  renewals,  since  the  exist- 
ence of  this  periodical  depends  upon  the 
pupils  and  alumni  of  the  school.  It  is 
taken  for  granted  that  every  pupil 
worthy  of  the  name  of  B.  L.  S.  has  al- 
ready subscribed. 

We  would  like  to  say  a little  concern- 


ing our  advertisers.  They  are  all  friends 
of  B.  L.  S.  and  respectable  business 
firms.  We  ask  our  subscribers,  both 
pupils  and  alumni,  to  favor  them  with 
the  benefit  of  their  patronage;  at  the 
same  time,  you  will  be  helping  your 
Register. 

Bear  in  mind  the  fact  that  due  to  the 
prevailing  high  wages  and  cost  of 
material,  the  expense  of  this  magazine 
has  increased  enormously  and  unless  the 
whole  student  body  takes  an  active  and 
practical  interest  in  the  school  magazine, 
it  will  be  impossible  for  them  to  enjoy 
the  pleasure  of  having  it. 

J.  A.  S.  Callanan,  ’21. 


To  Mr.  Campbell,  our  new  headmaster 
and  former  head  of  the  History  depart- 
ment, the  Register,  as  spokesman  for 
the  school,  wishes  to  tender  its  sincerest 
congratulations  and  heartiest  wishes  for 

a successful  career. 

* * * 

With  the  best  congratulations  we 
welcome  Mr.  Kennedy  as  Head  of  the 
Department  of  History.  Many  of  the 
older  boys  who  have  recited  to  Mr. 
Kennedy,  will  no  doubt  agree  that  he  is 
a capable  master,  endeavoring  to  make 
interesting  to  youthful  minds  such  de- 
tails as  dates,  places  and  incidents  of 


which  we  are  certain  to  possess  a wrong 
conception. 

* * * 

Karl  Watson  Baker,  T9,  received  six 
A’s  and  one  B at  Harvard  College  last 
year.  Naturally,  exceptionally  high 
records  were  obtained  by  Abrams, 

Benander  and  Kenney. 

* * * 

J.  T.  Phinney,  T8,  received  a record 

of  5 A’s  last  year  at  Yale  University. 

* * * 

Perhaps  by  the  time  you  receive  this 
copy  of  the  Register,  the  etherial  atmo- 
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sphere  of  each  class-room  will  resound 
with  the  noble  echoes  of  aspiring  young 
orators. 

* * * 

Lieutenant-Colonel  Benyon  has  been 
granted  a leave  of  absence  of  a year 
previous  to  his  retiring  as  Instructor  of 
Military  Drill.  Major  Penney  has  been 
appointed  to  assume  the  duties  of 
Colonel  Benyon.  All  the  “old  warriors” 
of  the  regiment  will  remember  Major 
Penney  who  has  made  many  former 
appearances  at  the  Drill  Hall. 

* * * 

When  this  number  of  “The  Register” 
is  issued,  each  company  will  have  started 
on  the  march  toward  success  at  Prize 
Drill,  which  will  be  at  hand  too  soon  to 
be  joyously  greeted  by  the  company 
commanders. 

* * * 

Mr.  William  F.  Looney,  T5,  will  act 
as  Instructor  this  year,  presiding  over 
Room  27.  Mr.  Charles  F.  Murphy,  T3, 
will  have  a sixth  class  in  Room  2G.  Mr. 
Clinton  B.  Wilbur  is  also  expected  to  be 
added  to  the  faculty  sometime  during  the 
month  of  October. 

* * * 

Having  received  leave  of  absence,  Mr. 
Robinson  sailed  Friday  September  10 
for  France  as  Chairman  of  the  State 
Memorial  Committee.  This  committee 
is  to  inspect  the  graves  of  the  American 
soldiers,  and  aid  in  any  possible  way 
“the  last  resting  place”  of  the  Bay  State 
“boys”  over  there. 


The  First  Public  Declamation  will 

occur  Friday,  October  20. 

♦ ♦ ♦ 

Arthur  William  Marget,  TO,  Editor- 
in-Chief  of  the  Register  of  that  year,  is 
traveling  in  Europe  for  a year,  having 
received  the  Sheldon  Fellowship  at 

Harvard  College. 

* * * 

The  Register  box  may  be  found  at  the 
door  of  the  teachers’  room  ready  to 
receive  anything  that  may  improve  each 
issue  of  the  Register.  Don’t  let  the 
whole  burden  of  obtaining  material  be 
supported  by  a small  group  of  individuals 
but  let  each  fellow  strive  to  contribute 
something  that  will  aid  YOUR  paper. 

The  severest  criticisms  originate  from 
those  fellows  who  consider  it  right  to 
absorb  the  print  on  another’s  Register 
when  they  themselves  would  be  put  to 
little  inconvenience  by  subscribing  them- 
selves. Make  the  percentage  of  sub- 
scribers larger  by  far  this  year  than  any 

previous  one!  F.  B.  King , 21. 

* * * 

ENCOURAGEMENT. 

“Robinson,  every  time  your  automo- 
bile breaks  down,  I notice  you  examine 
your  state  license.” 

“I  do  that  for  encouragement.  The 
license  says  I’m  competent  to  operate 
the  machine.” 

* * * 

Many  of  the  teachers  seem  to  be 
adopting  the  rpotto  of  Marshal  Joffre  at 
the  Battle  of  the  Marne.— “They  shall 
not  pass!” 


AMERICAN  ENG. 
☆ COMPANY  ☆ 

ENGRAVING  - DESIGNING 
AND  ELECTROTYPING. 
-94  ARCH  STREET- 
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Once  again  the  athletic  season  of  the 
Latin  School  has  opened  with  that  great 
major  sport,  foot-ball.  Let  it  be  hoped 
that  this  year’s  team  will  live  up  to  the 
record  of  our  past  elevens. 

The  sport  got  away  to  an  early  start, 
when,  on  September  9,  a group  of  some 
seventy  boys  gathered  in  Room  15,  to 
listen  to  a talk  by  Mr.  O’Brien. 

He  especially  commented  on  the  fact 
that  out  of  a school  which  has  eleven 
hundred  students  this  year,  at  least 
eleven  good  men  ought  to  be  obtained. 

Why  it  is  that  every  year  the  squad 
seems  to  be  composed  of  only  one  group 
of  fellows,  has  always  been  a mystery. 
Any  fellow  of  any  weight  over  a hundred 
and  twenty  pounds,  who  is  not  of  weakly 
physique  or  health,  and  has  lots  of 
energy  and  grit,  (enough  to  take  care  of 
his  scholastic  duties  also)  surely  ought 
to  come  out  and  show  that  he  is  able  to 
“play  the  game.”  Some  fellows  are  too 


lazy,  but  others,  through  no  fault  of 
their  own,  are  forced  to  keep  out  of  this 
strenuous  sport  on  account  of  parental 
objections. 

These  fellows  are  in  no  way  hit  at, 
in  this  article.  So,  fellows,  show  a little 
of  that  famous  “Latin  School  Spirit” 
and  hold  up  the  honor  of  the  school  on 
the  gridiron,  as  well  as  you  do  in  scholas- 
tic work! 

Mr.  O’Brien  also  outlined  a program 
for  practice,  and  announced  that  the 
old  National  League  Ball  Park  on  Co- 
lumbus Avenue  would  be  obtainable. 
He  emphasized  the  fact  that  to  make 
good,  candidates  must  be  out  every  day. 

The  only  regulars  back  from  last 
year  are  Samuels,  the  quarter-back; 
Johnston,  our  star  half-back;  Hurley, 
our  speedy  end;  and  Captain  Roger 
Doherty,  our  other  half-back,  who  at 
first  was  not  sure  of  returning  to  Latin 
this  year.  He  is  a valuable  asset  to 
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our  team,  and  we  hope  that  he  will  stay 
for  the  remainder  of  the  season. 

The  other  members  of  last  year’s 
squad  who  are  expected  to  shine  this 
year  are:  K.  B.  Hill  on  end;  A.  C.  C. 
Hill,  Jr.,  substitute  centre  last  year; 
Bruen,  a prominent  candidate  for  guard; 
McDermott,  a brainy  quarter-back, 
who  ought  to  give  Samuels  a good  run 
for  that  position;  Nordberg,  another 
player  of  whom  we  may  expect  much; 
Crosby,  who  ought  to  make  good  either 
at  half-back  or  at  end;  Collins,  who  has 
the  makings  of  a good  end;  Gallahue, 
a candidate  for  guard;  Semonian,  a 
snappy  little  half-back ; and  O’Neal,  who 
is  nearly  sure  of  a regular  berth  at  end. 
Some  of  the  other  candidates  are: 
Glickman,  Peirce,  Lanigan,  Sullivan, 
and  Sliney. 

Out  of  this  and  the  new  candidates 
Mr.  O’Brien  hopes  to  produce  a formid- 
able team. 

* * * 

The  foot-ball  schedule  is  as  follows: 
October  2 : Groton 

6:  Hyde  Park 
“ 12:  Mechanic  Arts 

“ 22:  Weymouth 

“ 28:  Commerce 

November  5:  Quincy 


November  11:  Dorchester 
25:  English 

NOTES 

E.  Malley,  '20,  a member  of  Latin 
School  foot-ball,  track,  and  baseball 
teams,  for  the  last  few  years,  is  entering 
Fordham. 

* * * 

Roger  Phinney,  ’20,  a tackle  on  last 
year’s  team,  is  entering  Dartmouth. 

* * * 

E.  Dullea,  T9,  is  making  good  as  an 
understudy  of  Heaphy,  the  Boston 
College  star  centre. 

* * * 

Morgan  Ryan,  T7,  is  President  of  the 

Athletic  Association  at  Boston  College. 
* * * 

Jack  Wilson,  a member  of  the  foot- 
ball team  two  years  ago,  is  playing  for 

Amherst  this  fall. 

* * * 

Leo  Ryan,  ’20,  an  end  on  last  year’s 

team,  is  now  at  Yale. 

* * * 

Kaplaw,  ’20,  a tackle  on  Latin  School 
teams  for  the  last  two  years,  is  entering 
Harvard. 

— /.  S.  Lanigan  ’21 
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prepared  period  comes  every  day. 

* * * 

SPORT  NOTE. 

Mocha  and  Java  will  play  a game  of 

ball  on  the  coffee  grounds. 

* * * 

Teacher:  “Your  answer  is  about  as 
clear  as  mud.” 

Pupil : “Well,  that  covers  the  ground.” 

* * * 

Now  it’s  a compliment  to  call  a man 
a blockhead.  Lumber  brings  so  much 

more  than  brains. 

* * * 

Clever  alumnus  to  student:  “I  sup- 

pose you’ll  surely  be  on  the  ‘bakery  list’ 
this  year?” 

Ignorant  student:  “Why,  what  is  the 
‘bakery  list’?” 

Alumnus:  “ ‘The  Honor  Roll’  of 
course.” 

* * * 

Singer:  “Do  you  like  my  voice?” 

Director:  “Well,  I’ve  heard  Caruso’s 


* * * 

Teacher  (speaking  of  pupil’s  failure 
to  report  for  seventh  period):  “I 
didn’t  see  you  yesterday  afternoon.” 
Pupil:  “Yes  you  did,  sir.” 

Teacher:  “When?” 

Pupil:  “When  I went  out.” 


ACQUITTED. 

Roger  Doherty  was  in  court  on  the 
charge  of  having  assaulted  a Chinaman 
with  a plate. 

The  judge:  “Did  you  have  a good 
reason  to  throw  a plate  at  that  man,  Mr. 
Doherty?” 

Roger:  “Why,  your  Honor,  he  spoke 
to  me  with  broken  English;  so  I spoke 
to  him  with  broken  China.” 

J . L.  Carroll  '21 
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LATIN,  FRENCH 
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